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Preliminaries over, the Sheikh recited a couple of ayats from
the Quran, and led the shahinshah to his hut about fifty yards
away. At the threshold, he stopped as if to apologise for the bare-
ness of his dwelling, Akbar read his thoughts, gave a knowing
smile, stepped inside, and proclaimed aloud that God be thank-
ed for giving him access to "this abode of peace." "How I wish I
could live here for ever. This place is heaven, heaven, heaven.
Allah Himself seems to be in residence here. Permit me,
revered Sheikh, to share your lodging for at least a few days. My
soul yearns to merge with the infinite, and it is only here that I
can attain the much-longed-for peace of mind."
The Sheikh was embarrassed. He did not know how to react ta
the kingly request. Hymns from the holy book, wherein are record-
ed the virtues of humility, readily came to his mind. He recited
them in a low tone, and then stood motionless, not daring to ask
the Emperor to squat on the seat he had prepared for him. Akbar
came to his rescue. Not waiting to be invited, he downed himself
to sit cross-legged on the dusty floor, and requested the Sheikh to
sit on the piece of cloth on his right. He said:
I have come to do you homage, to sit at your feet and seek
your blessings in the performance of my duties. For many
years I have been wanting to come on a pilgrimage to this
hallowed abode. In the fulfillment of my wish, I see a design of
Destiny, a command of Allah, a coming together of all the
unseen forces to my rescue. I solicit your benediction, my
master! Bless me, and initiate me into the secrets that sustain
the facade of this material world. Though I am a king; yet I
consider myself the lowliest of all mankind, an humble scrubber
of floors of the Divine court, an instrument of His will, an in-
significant moth in search of the light of His beneficence. I have-
come to sit at your blessed feet, and learn first-hand the mysti-
ques of life and death. I depend upon your generosity and
your solicitation to the Great God on my behalf. No more
shall I say for the present. I beg to be permitted, O*, knower of
the ultimate, to bask in the sunshine of your company for a few
days. Turn me not away. I am a humble seeker after Truth.
The Sheikh was touched. Tears, not words, came out in response
to Akbar's submission. He rushed out to collect whatever food he